she must wake and find that it had all been a bad
dream, that he was still really there, that soon she
would see him open the door and come in. But no,
it was not a dream: the separation was real! Oh, what
would become of her without him? How would she
find the strength to live'? If she could only sleep those
two years away, ceasing to think, ceasing to live,
until she should wake in his arms!
"Tonight," she went on, "you will be at Thisy.
You are going to work, you are going to work well;
and if sometimes when you let your thoughts turn
to me you wonder, Vhat is she doing now, what is
she thinking of now?,' then you can always say, 'she
is thinking of me: she loves me; in me are centred
all her thoughts, all her dreams and her desires/ "
Passing swiftly over that evocation of what was
for him a past already distant, a past, moreover, he
could have wished more distant still, Michel, dazzled
by the love spread before him, drank deeply in his"
sorrow of these words: two days old as they were,
they were not yet dead, like the rest; they lived; they
belonged to the very moment of his reading them.
Far away as she was, he could hear her speaking
them now. In his imagination he followed her along
the high cliff road where she had walked so wretchedly
on the afternoon of his going; and he saw her thus,
day succeeding monotonous day, abandoned openly
to her grief, like himself, and inhabiting a solitude
which now at last ^he dared court.
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